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have placed him among the immortals he settleddown to writing & popular
play so that he could pay me back ten-fold. No one would touch: ^ p}ay
and in despair he committed suicide. As I don't want to kill off any "offiers
I can only save them by withholding all financial assistance. Now, about
the business of soul torment. Don't you think it is better expressed in
Heartbreak House ? Surely killing himself is only a matter for his own
judgment. Nobody can prevent him. If he is convinced that he is not
worth his salt, and an intolerable nuisance to himself and every one else,
it is a solution to be considered. But I would always advise such people
to put this off to the next day in case something interesting turns up in
the evening. But as to killing children, it would be the act of a madman
or a murderer. They may have the happiest disposition, they may be
born to greatness: the children of good-for-nothings, Beethoven and
Isaac Newton for instance, have grown up to be geniuses. My own father
was a failure, only his latest years (he was long lived) could he be called
happy. I am conceited enough to believe that it is just as well that he did
not kill me in a fit of low spirits. Instead he did the more sensible thing,
he relieved himself by drinking occasionally, though it only made him
worse. You see this 'soul torment' is not a philosophy, it is a disease and
usually cures itself after a time." He stopped speaking and poked the ashes
of the fire, seeking out pieces of burning wood that were left, and then
said:
"Life, happy or unhappy, successful or unsuccessful, is extraordinarily
interesting."